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A New Hero’s Guide 


7 to Founders’ Falls 
By Effie Barton 
Paragon Times Travel Editor 


Dont listen to what other heroes may tell you-- your 
first five levels of experience offer unparalleled oppor- 
tunity for exploration and adventure. Without aid of 
any teams, mentors, travel powers, or stealth one 
can travel the spectrum of unrestricted city zones with 
relative ease and lack of care. Founders’ Falls is truly a 
delight for the senses that should not be missed-- its 
European style and charm will amaze. 


Getting There: The Paragon City Subway has one major flaw that I can see—to transfer from the Yellow 
Line to the Green Line one must run through the most dangerous areas of Steel Canyon. I suggest a good 
pair of running shoes when designing your costume—my 6 inch heels were killing me far more effectively 
than the Tsoo and Outcasts. After making the switch to the Green Line, getting to the Falls is a simple 
matter of running through Talos to the Argo Highway—which is accessible by water, for those rugged 
heroes among you. 


Things to Do: One of the greatest pleasures of Founders’ Falls is the incredible sightseeing —wonderful 
architecture and beautiful statues form the backdrop for a bizarre host of colorful enemy factions you've 
never encountered before. There are delightful cafes where one can relax and watch as high Security Level 
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The Magic ina 


Devushka’s Heart 
By Steve Libbey 


Red Saviour, Commissar of CCCP, faced a dif- 
ficult choice, one she would have to live with for 
possibly the rest of her life. In her hands were the 
two options, and she weighed them with the woe- 
ful consideration of a character in a Russian novel. 

Pink or yellow? 

The highlighters each had their own appeal. 
Pink was as close to red as she could find without 
losing legibility; yellow was a brighter version of 
the proud gold of the Soviet flag. 

On the shelf, the decadent lime green high- 
lighter went unnoticed, 

Cursing herself for her indecision (with vi- 
cious Russian cop curses), she dropped both pens 
in the plastic basket. People’s Blade could choose 
one and she'd use the other, trying not to care 
about such petty matters. 

Chyort, she swore. This is what my life is 
reduced to. Pens, notepads, copy paper. Trying to 
remember serial number of stupid inkjet cartridge. 
Is nyet fit for Commissar. Trapped behind a desk, 
she fidgeted like a caged tiger. A trip to Office 
Depot —a name so alluringly military — was all she 
had to look forward to. 

The clerk rang up her purchases with disinter- 
ested haste. These workers, she thought, they are 
nyet passionate about duties. Is must be because 
they lack control of means of production. 

He bagged her goods and handed them to 
her, staring at her chest. “Have a nice day,” he said. 

“Spasibo, comrade worker,” she said, taking 
the bag. 

The Office Depot anchored a busy strip mall. 
She began the long walk home, not even deign- 
ing to fly. What was the point in hurrying? The 
desk would still be there an hour from now. At 
least she would see some heroes sailing past on 
very important missions. Stupid, running dog he- 
roes were a welcome sight to her. On her left, she 
passed the other stores in the mall: Everything's 
A Dollar, cheap goods made by exploited third- 
world labor; Bed, Bath and Beyond, expensive 
goods made by exploited third-world labor; 
Borders Books, full of books made by...well, she 
wasn’t sure, but surely someone was exploited at 
some point in the process. 
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A store caught her eye: Icon Super Outlet. 

A discounted Red Saviour costume hung in the 
window. 

The old men in Moscow must be toasting 
each other. For years, her fiery personality and tre- 
mendous charisma made her beloved of the Soviet 
people, yet resented by the gray-faced bureaucrats 
who ran the government. She was a useful tool to 
them, as long as she minded her place, Perhaps 
if she had married some high ranked official, she 
would have been tolerated as a super-powered 
trophy wife. 

That life appalled her. Her duty to her Moth- 
erland was clear: fight for workers’ paradise. Fight 
the crooks, the thugs, the oppressors. Realize the 
dream of Marx and Engels with an iron will and 
dva fists! This purity of purpose made the back- 
room dealers jealous...and vengeful. 

‘They chipped away at her political clout until 
all that was left was CCCP America. A chance to 
start again, they told her without irony. A chance 
to spread the revolution to America. And as she 
did, they eroded the rest of her support. 

Their final masterstroke was brilliant, she 
had to admit. Bring her to Moscow for endless 
meetings, and dictate new, unenforceable policies 
under the premise of “tightening ship.” The team 
uniforms seemed minor at the time, a cosmetic al- 
teration. They even allowed her to design it. How 
they must have laughed, throwing me that bone, 
she recalled with gritted teeth. 

America was a land of individuality, and the 
American heroes, and even some of the Russian 
ones, resisted the new official uniform. Why must 
T enforce this silly policy, she thought at the time. 
It’s like trying to dress teenagers. What possible 
purpose does this serve? 

If they had just given in, for a month or 
two, they could have slipped back into their old 
uniforms without anyone noticing. But no, Ameri- 
cans liked to argue about principles, and it was 
exactly what Moscow had counted on. 

Within two days, the order came through to 
remove Red Saviour from active duty, and put her 
behind a desk. Any street activity would be met 
with severe excoriation. The Gulag. The terse Rus- 
sian of the order carried a distinct undercurrent 
of smug satisfaction. Years of dealing with Soviet 
bureaucracy gave her a sense of these things, and 
everything clicked into place. 

‘The furniture suffered terribly from her wrath. 
Even without her powers, she was strong enough 
to trash a room faster than a rock band. Her rage 
was so intense she thought her eyes would explode 
from the pressure. Mosca, the Spanish hero and 
her lover, waited until she had exhausted herself 
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and took her home. 

And now, two weeks into her newfound oc- 
cupation as glorified secretary, Icon Super Outlet 
had a closeout sale on Red Saviour costumes. She 
gave in to morbid curiosity and entered the store. 

A clerk dressed in a red cape greeted her. 
“Welcome to Icon Super Outlet, where everyone's 
a hero.” She rattled off the greeting with practiced 
speed. “Can I help you?” 

“Da...I am interested in Red Saviour cos- 
tume. Is nyet selling well?” 

“Not lately. Are you going to a party? You 
totally have the look and accent down. Awesome!” 
The girl looked Natalya over. “What size are you?” 

“Am only knowing Russian sizes. You tell 
me.” 

“Hmmmm....” The girl browsed through the 
sale rack, prominent at the front of the store. 

“The Large, I’m thinking, since you're so tall.” 
‘The costume was made of a flimsy spandex. One 
bullet and it would shred. “Want to try it on?” 

“Nyet,” Natalya said. “I am already having 
one. I browse some, da?” 

“Okay,” the girl said, confused. She replaced 
the costume and wandered off to the Tanker sec- 
tion. 

Red Saviour flipped through the rack of 
costumes. The sale items were by and large deca- 
dent recreations of running dog entertainment 
heroes, owned by exploitative major corpora- 
tions. One costume stuck out to her. It would 
stick out anywhere, actually: violet and fuchsia, 
with a white wig. 

“What is being this?” she asked the clerk, who 
came back over. 

“It’s just a generic one. Um...” The girl 
checked the tag. “It’s called ‘Magic Girl.’ Not a real 
hero, in case you're wondering. Cool wig, though.” 

Natalya put the wig on. It barely fit. 

“Um, I’m sorry, we can't let customers try the 
wigs on... it’s for sanitary reasons.” The girl looked 
embarrassed, and a little intimidated. 

Natalya gave her a reassuring smile. “Is okay, 
little one. I take this costume off your hands.” 

“Oh, great then! I'll ring you up. Anything 
else? Glitter for your face? Glow sticks? We have 
swords, too.” 

“Nyet. What are being powers of Magic Girl?” 

‘The girl scanned the bar code on the tag. 
“Oh, I don’t know. Flying, I guess. And magic.” 

“Horosho. Good enough. Spasibo, comrade 
worker...” she peeked at the girl’s tag. “Amy.” 

“Sure. Haye a nice day.” Comrade worker 
Amy gave her a curious look, as if she'd just come 
to realize something. 
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Red Saviour left the strip mall and started the 
long walk back to Kings Row, where the decrepit 
CCCP headquarters was located. Ennui gripped 
her. By now, she would have been in twelve fights, 
smashing zombies, hi-tech hitmen, robots...her 
muscles would be taut with power, her body flood- 
ed with adrenaline. Every blow struck would be 
a hammer of righteousness. Then she'd exchange 
jokes with her comrades, issue a few orders, and go 
home with Mosca to work out her tensions. 

It was a life many dreamed of, and Moscow 
had taken it away from her. 

She stared at the sky. It was too bright to see 
them, but Moscow surely monitored Paragon City 
with spy satellites. When Mojiotok went rogue, 
suffering from his metamorphosis, she placed a 
call to her contacts at the Kremlin to help locate 
him. The satellite pictures they delivered provided 
enough detail to identify faces. It would take but a 
single memo to run facial and clothing identifica- 
tion programs and spot her violating Moscow's 
orders. One picture would be enough to convict 
her of insubordination. 

“Help me!” 

The faint cry came from an alleyway. She 
peered down it, unsure of what to do. Six Hellions 
had dragged a young woman back there. Their 
leers told Natalya everything she needed to know. 

“Aint no heroes around, lady. Why don’t you 
play nice?” 

Natalya took two steps into the alleyway, and 
stopped. The detailed satellite photos came to her 
mind: close-ups of homeless people, sleeping in 
alleyways, all potential Mojiotoks in hiding. This 
alley was no different, and offered no more con- 
cealment. 

Her plastic shopping bag from Icon Super 
Outlet rattled at her. 

She ducked into the alley where the Hellions 
shoved the girl back and forth. Natalya dumped 
the bags, extracted the Magic Girl costume, and 
began to strip off her jeans and blouse. 

The gang members stopped harassing the girl 
and stared. One started chuckling. 

“When it rains, it pours,” he said. “Hey baby. 
You like to play too?” 

“Da, am liking to play,” Natalya said. “Let me 
get into play outfit.” She tugged the Magic Girl 
suit on over her underwear. The thin violet fabric 
stretched tight over her muscular limbs. 

“Whoa, kinky,” a short Hellion observed. 
“She's dressing like a hero.” 

Natalya adjusted the silver haired wig over her 
own hair. It would require pinning, she decided. 
“T am hero, and I am now ready, svinyas.” An evil 
grin lit her face. 
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“Who are you?” the girl said. 

“T am...Magic Girl. Watch.” The Hellions 
sensed something was wrong. Knives were drawn. 
Natalya grabbed the first Hellion, turned his wrist 
inwards until it popped, and pushed his knife into 
his thigh. He fell over, screaming. “See? Magic.” 

“Get her!” The man in the demonic mask 
raised his hands. Fire flared out, exploding where 
Red Saviour had been a moment before. She had 
leapt into the air, enhancing her flip with a little 
levitation. She spun her hips and lashed out with 
her feet, hitting two Hellions square in the jaw. 
Exultant in the physical thrill of it, she had not 
bothered to hold back her strength. Jawbones shat- 
tered. 

“Magic Girl,” she asserted. “Remember 
name!” 

Landing near a trash can, she grabbed the lid 
just in time to use it as a shield from the Damned 
leader's fiery blast. As he summoned up more 
energy, she whipped the metal lid as a discus, 
catching him in the throat. He staggered back. 

“Two can play game such as so,” she said. She 
gestured with her hand, and magical force blasted 
out at the Damned. It threw him twenty feet 
across the pavement. It also shredded the glove of 
the Magic Girl costume. 

“Cheap fabric,” Red Saviour said under her 
breath. She approached the girl who cowered 
against the wall. “You are being okay?” 

“There's two left,” the girl said. “What are you 
doing?” 

“Waiting for attack,” Natalya said. “They are 
very slow.” A rush of air behind her tipped her off. 
She stepped aside and seized the man’s arm, knife 
in his fist. With a brutal crack his bones broke. 
She pivoted on her heel and slammed him into his 


compatriot. They crumbled to the ground. 

Natalya comforted the crying girl. She coun- 
seled her to take a self-defense class and buy some 
mace. “Do nyet be afraid to use it. You can always 
apologize later.” Using her comm, she patched into 
the cell phone network and called a cab. 

“Thanks, Magic Girl.” The girl sniffled a bit. 
“I promise I'll take your advice.” 

“Horosho...er, I mean, that is good.” 

“Can I give you a little advice?” The girl tried 
to hide her smile. “Um, you might want to take 
the tag off your costume.” 

“Chyort,” Magic Girl swore. 


Knowledge Is Power 


by Paula Taylor 


All of us at Paragon City Hall 
wish to share our warmest wel- 
come and gratitude to our plan- 
et’s newest allies. Though the Kheldians came to 
us as strangers beyond imagination, Peacebringers 
and Warshades alike have given the city valuable 
support against the Council, and against threats 
that are native to their new home. 


We are aware that there are heroes who are unsure 
how to receive or interact with these alien sym- 
biotes. If you have questions about the Kheld- 


ians, the city sponsors awareness seminars once a 
month. If you're hoping to meld with a Kheldian 
as a host, you may speak with a city representative 
there or schedule an appointment for any time, 
day or night. We'll ensure you have a thorough 
examination, counseling and all the support you 
need. 


‘Two heads may be better than one, but we'll help 
you ensure yours is set straight before you meld. 


This has been a Heroic Service Announcement by 
SERVE: Support, Education and Resources for Vigi- 
lante Excellence 
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Founders’ Falls 
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heroes fight Behe- 
moth Overlords 
and Crey Jugger- 
nauts. If you're 
exceptionally |™ 
lucky, you might | 
even catch sight 
of an ambush by 
the deadly Malta 
Group or the col- 
orful Carnival of 
Shadows. 


And no vacation is complete without souvenir 
exploration badges! “Chaotician” and “Foggy” 
will leave your friends back in Atlas utterly green 
with envy. 


The night life can also be exciting. While Founders’ 
Falls doesn’t yet host a dance party, this correspon- 


dent was lucky enough to make the trip on a Hal- 
loween night when there was a pumpkin hunt. 


Knowledge Is Power 
by Paula Taylor 


Unlike our usual messages to our 
heroes, this is a special service 
announcement to the more vil- 
lainous element within the city, SERVE and the 
PCPD have teamed up to create a pilot program 
that may give you the opportunity to trade jail 
time for heroic community service. 


Minions Reformed gives you the chance to turn 
yourself in and have your record reviewed. Unless 
you've ever been in a supervisory position, you're 
likely to qualify for participation. When you do, 
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Getting Around: In spite of recent concerns about 
the Terra Volta Reactor, the water is quite cool and 
pleasant for swimming around Founders’ Falls. By 
doing so you avoid most of the unpleasant pedes- 
trian traffic. After all, you are on vacation—the last 
thing you want to do is fight crime. 


However if you do get lost, don’t hesitate to ask any 
of the locals. The Crey Protectors are always helpful 
in showing you to the hospital. 


Shopping: Mu- | 
tation, Natural, | 
Technology, and of | 
course an Icon... 
Founders’ Falls 
has everything. Of 
course if you're like 
me, you can neither 
afford nor use any- 
thing sold here— 
still, window shop- 
ping is a pleasure. 
I certainly know 
where I will be go- 
ing to pick up acute 
pair of single origin 
mutation damage 
Enhancements next 
summer. 


So, for anyone hesitant to make the journey to 
Founders’ Falls, I ask you if not now... then when? 


we'll help you trade in your gang colors or uni- 
form for a new star-spangled costume, with the 
training and support you need to turn yourself 
around, 


Maybe you've made mistakes and don’t know 
where to turn, or maybe you're just looking to 
make a new kind of difference. It’s not too late if 
youre willing to change. Serve your time behind 
stars, or behind bars; the choice is up to you. 


This has been a Heroic Service Announcement by 
SERVE: Support, Education and Resources for Vigi- 
lante Excellence 
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Avenging Soul 


Mr. Canada 
by Jonathan Alexander Rector 


Ashen Dreams (Fan Cover) 
by Brandon McKinney 


Warwitch 
Art by Jerome 


The Paragon Times July, 2005 www.cityofheroes.com Page 7 


BUY COMICS YOU LIKE OR LOSE THEM FOREVER 


en BOYS GROW UP 


—_ 
SCANNERS ~~ 
A. SCAN 


ik 
c 


sata lyst 
EXCELLENCE 


